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care—didn't want to go into the Box with a cut on his
chin !—then went back to sec that Annette was not
putting on anything bright. He found her in pink
underclothes.
" I should wear black," he said.
Annette regarded him above her hand-mirror.
" Whom do you want me to fascinate, Soames ? "
" These people will bring their friends, I shouldn't
wonder ; anything conspicuous	"
" Don't be afraid ; I shall not try to be younger than
my daughter.93
Soames went out again. The French ! Well, she had
good taste in dress.
After breakfast he went off to Flour's. Winifred and
Imogen would look after Annette—they too were going
to the Court, as if there were anything to enjoy about
this business !
Spruce in his silk hat, he walked across the Green Park,
conning over his evidence. No buds on the trees—a late
year ; and the Royal Family out of town ! Passing the
Palace, he thought : c They're very popular ! ' He sup-
posed they liked this great Empire group in front of them,
all muscle and flesh and large animals ! The Albert
Memorial, and this—everybody ran them down ; but, after
all, peace and plenty—nothing modern about them !
Emerging into Westminster, he cut his way through a
smell of fried fish into the Parliamentary baclavatcr of
North Street, and, between its pleasant little houses,,
gazed steadily at the Wren Church. Never ^o'ng inside
any church except St. Paul's, he derived a sort of strength
from their outsides—churches were solid and stood back,
and didn't seem to care what people thought of them !
He felt a little better, rounding into South Square. The
Dandie met him in the hall. Though he was not over-

